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the thunder-flash. Only that afternoon we were two
Semeles, both gentlemen, and Zeus appeared to be a lady.
Inverideed she was a lady, maenadically coiffed and bloused
in some bright colour. Before the unexpected sight my eyes
dropped modestly ; but as the lashes brushed my cheeks, I
saw her framed in the doorway. An instant later the picture
was withdrawn, as Swinburne's voice came fluting down the
stairs. I seemed to catch something about Cotytto; and,
again, a reference to Astarte. The folding-doors, clashed to
again; and Watts-Dunton and I, left alone with the horse-
hair, dared not raise our eyes to one another's. It was
twenty minutes before he spoke again, and then only to
mention William Bell Scott without enthusiasm. I never
saw her there again. . . .